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Yet what heartbreak we have managed to mint

between

The abstract cold that eyes us and the iron fire,
In our cage-bubble of doom barely six miles high,
Our quaking littoral with its sastrugi of pressure

Where nothing is shipshape, and time

Flares like a vesta and finds
An odour of memory like a pink keepsake.
Spreadeagled fall from your precipice of pride

Crying 'Peccavi3,

Who futile and supine rut in the folded hills,
Wishing disasters may happen somewhere else.

The shadows are eerie,

The eyelids heavy,
The chances of flowers go out like a life on the tide.

May they find featherbeds in no man's land
And humdrum bedfellows to their faults blind

Who die these days.
They shall not have seen the body of justice blaze

With its five stars of wounds,

Or fed from brimming cornucopias.
They join the mythical beasts in the heart's asylum
Beyond the sky-high flurry of the galaxies,

And there is peace.

I light a candle

For all whom time has whittled, sons of suffering
Who found no thread to lead to the middle of meaning,
Famished outside a ring of luxuries.

It is not too late though the clocks of Europe cull

Their separate times,

And blood and lies skew nations like teetotums,
It is not too late for the resilience of existence.
Forgiveness may still look out of the slits of eyes,